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Cato's directions, who in turn was but repeating the maxims of a more remote antiquity.
" I see the old, pale-faced farmer walking beside his team, with contented thoughts," he says, " for the five thousandth time. This drama every day in the streets; this is the theatre I go to. . . . Human life may be transitory and full of trouble, but the perennial mind, whose survey extends from that spring to this, from Columella to Hosmer, is superior to change. I will identify myself with that which did not die with Columella, and will not die with Hosmer."